Concerning Smells

Mr. B. gave one glance into the dank recess where the
Sumerian grandfather must have been buried; one other
look to the yard of the mosque where my water came
from. " There is only one doing to be done/' said he.
" You had better leave as quickly as you can."

" That is quite impossible," I said. " This is the only
place in Baghdad where I can lodge for one and threepence
a day."

Mr. B. was very sympadietic. The British Civil Service
thinks that ladies who travel in the East for fun arc eccentric:
it discourages as many as it can and bears the rest with
patience. I, however, was being not eccentric but merely
economical. Mr. B. gazed at my house with the sad look
which comes to sanitary inspectors in Baghdad whom
nothing can surprise any longer. " I'll find you something
better than this/' said he. And so he did.

Within a week I had moved to a new home.

[54]